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By Mr. DENHAM. TT 
332 — — 
Gunn: ae are poets which never did dream Fe 
Upon Parnassus, nor did taste the stream 
Of Helicon; we therefore may suppose 
Those made not poets, but the poets those. 
And as courts made not kings, but kings the court 
So where the Muses and their train 1 8 
Parnassus stands; if I can be to thee” 
A poet, thou Parnassus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantag'd in my Might 1 2200 
By taking wing from thy auspicious height) 


„80 


Through untrac'd ways, and airy paths 1 ty,” mee? tt 


More boundless 1 in my fancy than wy oye 2: 5 
My eye, which swift as thought contracts the space 
That lies between, andd first salutes the place 
Crown'd with that saered pile, so vast, so high, 
That whether 'tis a part of earch or sk 

Uncertain seems, and may be thought a proud 
Aspiring mountain, or descendin 9 cloud, 


Paul's, the late theme of such a Muse“ Whose flight . 


Has bravely reach'd, and s0ar'd above thy height: 


Now shalt thou stand, 'tho* sword, or time, or fire, 
Or zeal more fièrce than they, thy fall :conspure 31: + | 
Vol. IV. 15. . A 2 A Secure 


—_ 


But such a rise as doth at onee invite 


; 12 2 ap 
Secure whilst thee the best of poets sings, 
Preserv'd from ruin by the best of Os 
Under his proud survey the city lies, 
And, like a mist, nackte heit ank bez 


Whose state and wealth, the business and the crow'd, 4 


Seem at this distance but a darker cloud ; 
And is, to him who rightly. things exteems, 
No other in effect than what it seems; 


Where, with like haste, tho? several ways mey ru run, , 8 8 8 
Some to undo, and some to be undone; ot 
While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 


Are each the other's ruin and increase; 
As rivers lost'in seas some secret vein 


Thence reconveys, there to be lost 5 AN EB 


Oh, happiness of sweet retir'd content! 

To be at once gecure and innocent. 

Windsor the next (where Mars with Vow dwells 
Beauty with strength) above the valley ms 
Into my eye, and doth itself present 155 
With such an easy and unforc d ascent 
That no stupendous precipice denies 


Access, no horror turns away our . 1 4 


— \ pleasure and a rev rence from the sight. 
hy mighty master's emblem, in whose face 


Sat meekness;.herghten'd with majestic grace; © + 


Such zeems thy gentle height, made only prov @ _ 


To be the basis of that pompous load, 


Than which a nohler weight no mountain bears, 1 


But _ only which n the Rt. . 


Wes 


Ot BY 
When Natures's hand this gooune did thus advance, 
'Twas guided by a wiser pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for such an use, as if twere meant 

T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 

Nor can we call it choice, when what we choose 

Folly or blindness only could refuse. 

A crown of such majestic tow'rs doth grace 

The gods great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her; yet she cannot boast, 

Among that numerous and celextial host, 

More heroes than can Windsor; nor doth Fame's- 
Immortal book, record more noble names. 
Not to look back so far, to whom this isle 
Owes the first glory of so brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæsar, AlbanaQt, or Brute, 
The British Arthur, or the Danish Cnute, 
(Though this of old ao less contest did move, 

Than when for Hemer's birth seven cities strove.) 
(Like him in birck, thou should'st be like in fame, 
As thine his fate, if mige had been his flame) 

But whose er it was, Nature design d 

First a brave place, and then +5 brave a mind. 

Not to recount those $ev*ral kings, to whom 

It gave a cradle, or to wham a tomb; 

But thee, great Edward, and thy greater von, | 
(The lilies which his father wore he won,) 

And thy Bellenat, who the consort came 

Not wal to thy bed, but to thy fame, 
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5 rana KI and the Blick r biden: t Queen Philippa. 
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Sons whilst thee the best of poets sings, e | 
| Pregerv'd from ruin by the best of "a 
Under his proud survey the city lies, 
And, like a mist, aneh mb e " | 
Whose state and wealth, the business and the OY pe 
| Seem at this distance but a darker cloud; 
And is, to him who rightly. things exteems, 
No other in effect than what it see; N 
Where, with like haste, tho” several ways they x1 run, 5 MP 
Some to undo, and some to be undone; „ 
While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 
Are each the other's ruin and i increase; 
5 As rivers lost in seas Some secret ven 
Thence reconveys, there to be lost ig. 1 
Oh, happiness of sweet retir'd content! 925 
To be at once secure and innocent. 1 
Windsor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells, 
Beauty with strength) above the "alley n 
Into my eye, and doth itself present 
With such an easy and unforcꝰd ascent 
That no stupendous precipice denies 
Access, no horror turns away our eyes; 
But such a rise as doth at onee invite 
A pleasure and a rev rence from the sicht. 
Thy mighty mastar's emblem, in wWwhose face 


Sat meekness; haghten' d wich mazestic grace; = of * 


Such zeems thy gentle height, made only prov | 
To be che basis of that pompous load, 5 


Than which a nohler weight no mountain bears, 


But Ads only which * the nt. 


(20); 
When Natures's hand this nne did chus advance, 
'T was guided by a wiser pow'r than Chance; 
Mark'd out for such an use, as if *twere meant 
T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent. 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we choose 
Folly or blindness only. could refuse. 
A crown of such majestic tow'rs doth grace 
The gods great mother, when her heav'nly race 
Do homage to her; yet she cannot boast, 
Among that numerous and celestial hoets- | 
More heroes than can Windsor; nor doth Fame's 
Immortal book, record more noble names. 
Not to look back 80 far, to whom this ogg | 
Owes the first glory of so brave a pile, 
Whether to Cæsar, Albanatt, or Brute, 
The British Arthur, or the Danish Cnute, 
(Though this of old ao less contest did move, 
Than when for Hemer's birth Seven cities strove.) 
(Like him in birck, thou sbould'st be like in fame, 
As thine his fate, if mige had been his flame) | 
But whosoe'er-it was, Nature dzsign'd 
First a brave place, and chen 2s brave a mind. 
Not to recount those sev'ral kings, to whom 
It gave a cradle, or to ham a tomb 
But thee, great Edward, and chy greater sonꝰ, 
(The lilies which his father wore he won, 
And thy Bellonat, who the consort came 
Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, wh 
N > % LOS She 


1 — 


—— ndinentt * — 
2 — 1 ( 9 — * 


5 * Edward Kl. and the Black Prince. 1 Queen Philippa, 


7 4 
She to thy triumph led one captive king*. 
And brought that son which did the second bring“. 
Then didst thou found that order (whether love 
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move,) 
Each was a noble cause: and nothing e 
Than the design has been the great success: 
Which foreign kings and emperors ecteem 
The second honour to their diadem. 
Had thy great destiny but given thee skill 


To know, as well as power to act, her will; 


That from those kings, who then thy captives were s i £565 


In after-times should Spring a royal pair, 
Who should possess all that thy mighty pow'r, 
Or thy desires more mighty, did devour ; 

To whom their better fate reserves whate'er 
The victor hopes for, or the vanquish'd fen; 
That blood which thou and thy great grandvon shed, 8 
And all that since these sister nations bled, - | 
Had been unspilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the blood he spilt had been his own. 
When he what patron chose, in whom are join'd 
Soldier and martyr, and his arms eonfin de 
Within the azure- cirele, he did seem 
But to foretell and prophecy of him 

Who ts his realms that azure round hath join'd, — OO 
Which Nature for their bound had first design'd; | 
That bound which to the world's extremest ends | 4 
Endless itself, its liquid arms extends. | 


nt. * * 1 ih. A. oo in 


* The Kings of F cance and Scotland. 


1 5 I 
Nor oth * need thoss &bletns Which we paint, mt 
But is himself the soldier and the saint. PM | I 
Here should my Wonder dwell, and here my praise, "| 
But my fix'd thought my Wand' ring eye betrays, [| 
Viewing a neighb'ring hill, Whose top öf late 1 | 
A chapel crown'd, till in the cöion fate i 1 
Th' adjoining abbey fell (may no milth storm | i 
Fall on our times, where fuin must reform!) 1 
Tell me, my Muse, What monsttous dite offenck, 1 
What crime, could ahy Chtistiaft king incense 
To such a rage? Wz#'t lkuty ot lust? 
Was he so temperate; 85 thevte; $6 just? | 
Were these thelt crimes 5 They wete his own tbh more: 
But wealth is crime enough 26 Hit that's Pot; 
Who, having spent the treasures of his crown, e 1 
Condemns their lu te feed bis o⁹ rm. | 43 
And yet this act, t varin 6'et the dine | 
Of acrilege, mut beat Devotiott's frdrdts. - 
No crime's6 bold but would Be undetzlo 
A real, of at least a &ethitty, Fobd: hog CH 
Who fears not to do ill, yet ann, C 1 
And, free from conSttente; is a Slave to fitht + 4 
Thus he the chte at 6itce protect ad — 8 £1 | | 
But princes swords :are sharper than their Ay les. 9 8 1 
And thus to th” ages past he makes amends, 
Their charity destroys, their faich WEI. - | = 
Then did religion in a lazy ceſt.. „ 
In empty, airy contempfations Gen; 7 e 5 Mi 
or And, like the block, unmoved lay, but 66rs, Nl EI, 
2 As much too active; hkethe stork devottrs, -  * 85 1 
= | | AS 12ͤĩ 


Co) 
Is there no.temperate region can be knn 
Betwixt their frigid and our torrent zone? | 
Could not we wake from that lethargic dreamz. ||, ++); 
But to be restless ina worse extreme B 
And for that lethargy was there no cure, 5 
But to be cast into a calenture ? RE 199 
Can knowledge have no bound, but must advance. 
So far, to make us wish for ignorance ;. ne 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, Mot ee 
Than led by a false guide to err by day? 

Who sees the dismal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader sack'd the land? 
But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk, did bring 
This desolation, but a Christian kinga 
When nothing but the name of zeal appears 
Twixt our best aftions, and the worst of theirs : 
What does he think our sacrilege would spare, 
When such th' effects of our devotions are? 
Parting from thence 'twixt anger, shame, and fear, 
Those for what's past, and this for what's too near, 
My eye, descending from the hill, surveys 


nn 


% ² ⁴u i.. eerie EE. EEE 


Where Thames among the wanton, valleys Strays, l 
Thames, the most Ny, d of all the Ocean's sons 
By his old sire, to his embraces runs St 
Hasting to play his. tribute ta the eas, „ H. 
Like mortal life to meet eternity. | 6 w 
Tho? with those streams he no resemblance hold IP Th 
Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold; e To 
His genuine and less guilty wealth t' explore, 4 
Scarch not his bottom, but survey his shore: _ 


Oer 


. 

O'er which he kindly Spreads his Spacious win 8 

And hatches plenty for th' ensuing spring: 

Nor then destroys it for too fond a stay, 

Like mothers who their infants overlay; 
Nor with a sudden and impetuous wave, d 
Like profuse kings, resumes the wealth he gave, 
No unexpected inundations spotl ' _ 
The mower's hopes, or mock the plowman' 8 nds 
But godlike his unwearied bounty Hows; 
First loves to do, then loves the e good he "OR 
Nor are his blessings to his banks confin'd, 
But free and common, as the sea or wind-; 
When he, to bbast, or to disperse his stores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful shores, 
Visits the world, and in his: flying towers 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
Finds wealth where tis, bestows it where it Wants," 
Cities and desarts, woods and cities plants. | 
So that to us no thing, no place is strange, viel af 
While his fair bosom is the world's exchange. 
O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream 
My great example, as it-is my theme! 
Tho' deep, yet clear; tho? gentle, yet not dull 
Strong without rage, without &erflowing full. 
Heaven her Eridanus no more shall boast, 
Whose fame in thine, like lesser eurrent, lost: 
Thy nobler streams shall visit Jove's abodes, 
Ty shine amon g the stars“, and bathe the gods. 


— 
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* The Forest. 


n 8) 

Here nature; whether more intent to plane” 
Us or herself, with strange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no less delight 

To the wise Maker's than beholder's sight; 
Tho' these delights from sev ral causes move; 
For so our children, thus our friends we love,) 
Wisely she knew, the harmony of things, 

As well as that of sounds, from discord springs. 
Such was the discord which did first disperse 
Form, order, beauty, through the universe; 

While dryness moisture, coldness heat resists 

All that we have, and that we are, subsists. 

Wbile the steep horrid roughness of the wood 

Strives with the gentle calmness of the flood. - 

Such huge extremes when nature doth unite, - 


Wonder from thence results, from thence delighe + 8 2 


The stream is so transparent, pure, and clear, 

That had the self enamour'd youth op here, 

So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 
Wbile he the bottom, not liis face, had m f 


But his proud bead the hatty mountain hides 


Among the clouds; his shoulders and his sides 
A shady mantle clothes; his eurled brows 


Frown on the gentle stream, which calmly 1 15 
While winds and storms his lofty forehead beat, 


The common fate of all that's high or great. 
Low at his foot a spacious plaimis plac'd, 
Between the mountain and the stream embrac'd; 3 

Which shade and shelter from the hill derives, 


White the kind rer wealth and beauty gives; oy 


And 


And in the mixture of all these appears 

Variety, which all the rest endears. 

This scene had some old Greek or British bard 
Beheld of old, what stories had we heard 

Of fairies, satyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their feasts, their revels, and their am'rous flames ! 45 
"Tis still the same, although their airy __ 

All but a quick poetic sight escape. 

There Faunus and Silvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned host resorts 

To graze the ranker mead, that noble herd, 

On whose sublime and Shady front is rear'd 
Nature's great master- piece; to show how soon 
Great things are made, but sooner are undone. 
Here I have seen the king, when great affairs 
Gave leave tô slacken and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the chace by all the flow'r- 

Of youth whose hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleasure with praise, and danger they would buy, 
And wish a foe that would not only fly. 

The stag, now conscious of his fatal growth, 

At once indulgent to his fear and slot, 

To some dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where no man's eye nor heaven's should invade 
His soft repose; when th' unxxpetted. sound 

Of dogs, and men, his wakeful ear doth wound: 
Kous'd with the: noise, he scaree believes his 1 
Willin g to think th” illusions of his fear 

Had given this false alarm,'but straight tvs view | 
Confirms, that more khan all he fears is true. . 1 


Betray be. 


"©: 10 15 
Zetray -d in all his strength, the woods beset; 3 


All instruments, all arts of ruin met; 


Ile calls to mind his strength, and then his peed, 


His winged heels, and then his armed head; 


With these t'avoid, with that his fate ie 


But fear prevails, and bids him trust his Wet. Le 


So fast he flies, that his reviewing eye 


Has lost the chacers, and his car their ry; 
Exulting, till he finds their nobler sense 


Their disproportion'd speed doth recompeme; 


Then curses his conspiting feet, whose scent 
Betrays that safety which their swiftness lent. 


Then tries his friends; among the baser herd, 


Where he so lately was obey d and fear d, 
His safety seeks: the herd, unkindly wise, 


5 Or chuses him from thence, or from him flies 3 1 25 


Like a declining statesman, left foclora 
To his friends pity, and pursuers $Cora * 


Wich shame remembers, white himself was dne. | 


Of the same herd, himself che game had dene. 
Thence to the coverts and the conscious. groe. 
The scenes of his past triumph and his loves; 
Sadly survey ing where he rang'd alone: 
Prince of the soil, and all the heed his own; > 
And, like a bold kmight errant, did a—_— 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame: 1 
And taught the wands to echo to the stream 

His dreadful challenge and his clashing beam. 
Yet faintly nom declines the fatal urife, 
So 18 love was . hanlife. 


1 11 1 
Nor ev'ry Heal and ev'ry moving breath 
Presents a foe, and ev*ry foe a death. 
| Wearied, forsaken, and pursued at last 
All safety in despair of afety plac'd, 
Courage he thence resumes, resaly*dto bear 
All their assaults, since 'tis in vain to fear. 
And now, too late, he wishes for the fight 
That strength he wasted im ignoble flight. 
But when he sees the eager chace renew d, 
Himself by dogs, the dogs by man pursu'd, 
He straight revokes his bold resolve, and more 
Repents his courage than his fear before; 
Finds that uncertain ways unsafest are, 
And doubt a greater mischief t chan despair. 
Then to the stream, when neither friends, nor force, 
Nor speed, nor art avail, he shapes his course; 
Thinks not their rage so desp' rate to essay. 
An element more mereiless than they. 
But fearless they pursue, nor can the flood 
Quench their dire thirst; alas, they thirst for blood! 
So towards a- ship the oar- find gallies ply, | | 
Which wanting sea to ride, or wand. to fly, 
Stands but to fall reveng d on those that dare 
Tempt the last fury of extreme despair. "$214 53 Imez\ 
So fares the Stag among dh encaged hounds, | 
Repels their force, and wounds: returns for wounds. 
And as.a-hero; hom his haser faces | 
In troops surround: now there avzaits,. now thoxe ; 
Though prodigal of life, disdains to die 
iy common hani; hut fr br candevery 


Some 


0 8 e U 


„ 


A bcgs his fate, and then contented falls: 


Sa when the king a mortal shaft lets fx 
From his unerring hand, then glad to die, 
Proud of the wound, to it resigns his blood, 


And stains the crystal with a purple flood. 


This a more innocent and happy chace, 


Than when of old, but in the self-same place 
Fair liberty pursued“, and meant a prey 


Jo lawless pow'r, here turn'd, and stood at bay. 


When in that remedy all hope was plac'd, 
Which was, or should have been at least, "A re 


Here was that charter seal'd, wherein the crown 
All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays denn: 1 | 


Tyrant and slave, those names of hate and fear, 


The happier style of kin g and subject bear: 


Happy, when bath to the same centre move, 
When kings gave liberty, and subjects love. 


Therefore not Tong in force this charter stood; 
V/anting that seal, it must be seal'd in blood. 

The subjects arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Th' advantage only took the more to crave : 1 | 
Till kings by giving, give themselves away. . 


And ev'n that pow'r that should deny oo 5 J 
« Who gives constrain'd, but his own fear reviles 
% Not thank' d, but scorn'd, nor are they gifts, but spoils.“ 
Thus kings, by grasping more than they could hold, 
First made their _ Es bold:; 


n And 


". iam uny Mead. 
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And pop'lar sway, by forcing kings to give 
More than was fit for subjects to receive, 

Ran to the same extremes ; and one excess 

Made both, by striving to be greater, less. 

When a calm river, rais'd with sudden rains, 

Or snous dissolv'd, e'erflows-th' adjoining plains, 
The husbandmen with high rais'd banks secure 
Their greedy hopes ; and this he can endure. 

But if with bays and dams they strive to force 
His channel to a new or narrow course, 

No longer then within his banks he dwells ; 

First to a torrent, thena deluge swells; 

Stronger and fiercer by restraint he roars, 

And knows no bound, but makes his pow'r his shores, 


The FIRST PAIR. 
DAM alone could not be easy, 


So he must have a wiſe, an? please ye. 
And how did he procure this wife, 
| To cheer his solitary life ? 
Out of a rib, Sir, from his side, 
Was form'd this necessary bride. 
But how did he the pain beguile ? 
How ?—He slept sweetly all the while, 
And when the rib was re- applied 
In woman's form, to Adam's side, 
How then, I pray you, did it answer p 
6 He neverslept so sweet again, Sir.“ 
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A gentral Song of Praise to God. 
LJ OW glorious is our heav'nly King, 
Who reigns above the ky! 
How shall a child presume to sing 


His dreadful Majesty ? 


How great his pow'r is, none can tell, 


Nor think how large his grace; 


Not men below, nor saints that dwell 


Not angels that stand round the Lord, 


Can search his secret will; 
But they perform his heav'nly word, 
And sing his praises still. 


Then let me join this holy TRY 
And my first-off rings brings; 

Th' eternal God will not disdain : 
To hear an infant sing. | 


My heart resolves, my tongue obeys : 
And angels shall rejoice _ 

To hear their mighty Maker's praise 
Sound from a feeble voice, « 


Praise 


C 
% 7. MN > 
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Praise for Creation and Providence. 


ISIN G th' Almighty pow'r of God, 
That made the mountains rise; . 
That spread the flowing seas abroad, 


And built the lofty skies! 


Ising che Wisdom that ordain'd 
The sun to rule the day INS 
The moon shines full at his command, 


And all the stars 2 


Ising the goodness of che Lord, 
That fill'd the earth with food; 
He form'd the creatures with his word, 


: And then pronounc'd them good, 


Lord, how thy wonders are display'd, a 
Where er I turn mine eye! 

If I survey the ground I tread, 
Or gaze upon the sky! 


There's not a plant or flow'r below 
But makes thy glories known ; : 


And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 


By order from thy throne. 


Creatures as num'rous as they be) 
Are zubjekt to thy care; 


There's not a place where we can ſlee, 


But God is present there, 
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In Heav'n he shines with beams of love, 
With wrath in hell beneath! 


*Tis on his earth, I stand or move, 
And 'tis his air I breathe, _ 
His hand is my perpetual guard? _ 

. He keeps me with his eye: 
Why should I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nig? | 


Praise to Gad for our Redemptions 
BLEST be the wisdom and the pow'r, 


The justice and the grace, 

That join'd in counzel to restore 
And save our ruin'd race. 

Our father ate forbidden fruit, 
And from his glory fell; 


And we his children thus were brought 


To death, and near to hell. 


Blest be the Lord chat sent his Son 
Io take our flesh and blood; 
He for our lives gave up his own, 
To make our peace with God. 
He honour'd all his, Father's las, 
Which we have disobey' d; 
He bore our sins upon the cross, 
And our full ransom paid. On 


| Behold 


5 1 17 To 
Behold him rising Srom: the grave 3 . 8 

Behold him rais'd on high: 
He pleads his merit there to save : 

Transgressors doom'd to die. 
There on a glorious throne he reigns, 
And by his pow'r divine 
Redeems us from the Slavish chains 
Of Satan and of sin. | 


Thence shall the Lord to Judgement come, 
And with a sow reign voice 
Shall calk and break up ev 'ry tomb, 

While waking Saints IT, © | 


O may 1 then wich; joy appear I 
Before my Judge's face ! | 

And with the bless'd assembly there, 
Sing his redeeming grace! = 


Praise for M ercies Spiritual and 8 | 
WHENE'ER I take my walks abroad, 


How many poor I See?! 
What shall I render to my God, 
For all his gifts to me! 5 
Not more than others I deserve, 
Yet God has giv'n me more; 
For I have food while others starve, 
Or beg from door to door, 


B3 - LO 1 


* 
How many children in the street 
Half naked I behold ! 


While I am cloth'd from dead to * f 
And cover'd from the cold; 


While some poor wretches scarce can tell 
Where they may lay their head, 
I have a home wherein to dwell, 


And rest upon my bed. 


While others early learn to swear, 
And curse, and lie, and steal, 
Lord, I am taught thy name to fear, 
And do thy holy will. 


1 these thy favours, day by day, 
To me above the rest? 

Then let me love thee more than they, - 
And try to serve thee best. : 


* 


Praise for Birth and Education i in a Christian Landi 


GREAT God ! ! to thee my dice 1 raise, 
To thee my youngest hours belong; * 

1 would begin my life with praise, 

Till growin 9 Fame? * the song. 


Tis to thy sov'reign grace Lowe, 

That I was born on British ground; 
Where streams of heav'nly mercy. flow, - 
And words of sweet salvation sound. 


I Vould 
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i would not change my native land 
For rich Peru, with all her gold; 3 
A nobler prize lies in my hand 
Than East or Western Indies hold. 


How do I pity those that dwell 
Where ignorance or darkness reigns ! 
They know no heav'n, they fearno hell, 
Those endless joys, those endless pains, - 


Thy glorious promises, O Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my desire; | 
While all the preachers of thy word 


Warn me to scape eternal fire. | 


Thy praise chall still employ my breath, 
Since thou hast mark'd my way to heav'n; 
Nor will I run the road to death, 

And waste the blessings thou hast giv? 'n. 


Praise For the G oopel. 
LORD, I ascribe it to thy grace, 
And not to chance, as others do, 
That I was born of Christian race, 
And. not a Heathen or a Jew. . 


What would the ancient Jewish kings > 


And Jewish propbets ohce have giv'n, 
Could they have heard those glorious things 


1g: | Which Christreveal'd and brought from heav'n; 


How - | | 
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| How glad the Hoinhenk would RT been, 


That worshipp'd idols; wood and done, FE 


If they the book of Gbd had seen, 
Or Jesus and his go5pel known. 15 


| Then if his gospel 1 refuse, | 
Ho shall I e'er lift up mine eyes! 
For al the Gentiles and the Jews 
Against me wil! in Judgement rise. 


"Pics to-God es kerning to read, 


The praises of my ton; gue, 

J offer to the Lord, | 
That I was taught, and learnt 80 Youngs 
To read his holy word. 


That I am brought to be, 
The danger I was in; | 
By nature, and by praftice to 
A wretched slave to . 


Thus I: am led to see 

I can do nothing well; | 
And whither shall a sinner fle 
Io save himself from hell? 5 


Dear Lord, this, ok of thine 

| Informs me- whor 0 go. 
For grace to pardon all my sin 
And make me holy too. 


Hers 
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Here I can read and lea , 
How Christ, the Son of God, 

Did undertake our great concern; 
Our ransom cost his blood. 


And now he reigns above, 
He sends his Spirit down 
To shew the wonders of his love, 


And make his gospel known. 
O may that Spirit teach, 


And make my heart receive, 
Those truths, which all thy servants preach, 
And all thy saints believe. 


* 


Then shall I praise thu Lord, 
In a more cheerful strain, 
That I was taught to read his word, 
And have not learnt 1 in vain. 9 


The Excellency 1 the Bible demonstrated. 


GREAT God, with wonder and with praise 
On all thy works I look ; 9 9 95 

But still thy wisdom, pow'r, and grace, 
Shine brightest in thy book. 


The stars, that in their courses roll, 
Havye much instruction given; 
But thy good word informs my soul 

How I may climb to heaven. 


(2) 
The fields provide me Kod, 8 bew N 


The goodness of the Lord; 
But fruits of life and glory grow. I 
In thy most holy word. | 


Here are my choicest treasures hid, . 
Here my best comfort lies: : 
Here my desires are satisfied, 
And hence my hopes are. 


. Lord, make me understand thy law, 
Shew what my faults have been; 
And from thy gospel let me draw | 


Pardon for all my sin. . 


Here would 1 how Christ has a 
To save my soul from hell: 

Not all the books on earth beside 

Such heav? ny wonders tell. G 


Then let me love my Bible more, 
And take a frech delight 

By day to read these wonders oer, 

And meditate. by night. 


The AlCxeing God. 


ALMIGHTY. God, thy piercing REY 
Strikes thro' the shades of ni ight, 


| And our most secret attions lie 


All open to thy sight. 
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There's not a sin that we commit, 
Nor wicked word we say, 
But in thy dreadful book tis writ, 
Against the Jug greet day. 


And must the crimes that Lhave done 
Bee read and publish'd there? 
Be all ex pos d before the sun, 5 
While men and angels hear, 


Lord, at thy foot acham'd I lie, 
Upward I dare not look: | 
Pardon my sins before I die, 


And blot them from thy book. 


| Rem all the dying pains 
That my Redeemer felt; 
And let his blood wash out my Stains, ; 
And answer for my guilt. . 


O may I now * ever fear, : 
T” indulge a sinful thought, a 
Since the great God can see and hear, 
And writes down ev'ry fault, 


Solemn Thoughts concerning God and 45. 
THERE is a God chat reigns above, 


Lord of ihe heav'ns, and earth, and seas; N 
1 fear his wrath, I ask his love, 888 


And with my lips I sing his praise. 


_ „ 
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There is a law which he has writ, 
To teach us all what we must do: 

My soul, to his commands submit, 
F or they are holy, just, and true. 


There is a gospel of rich grace, | 
Wbence sinners all their comforts draw; 


Lord, I repent, and seek thy face, 
For I have often broke thy law. 


There is an hour when I must ie. 
Nor do I know how soon *twilt come; 


A thousand children, young as I, 
Are call'd by death to hear their doom. 


Let me improve the hours I have, | 

Before the day of grace is fled: 
There's no repentance in the graue, 

Nor pardons offer'd to the dead. x 
Just as the tree, cut down, that fell 

To north or Southward, there it lies 15 
So man departs to heav'n or hell, 

Fix'd in the state wherein he dies. 


| Heaven and Heil. 
THERE is beyond the sky 
A heav'n of joy and love; 
And holy children, when they die, 
Goto that world above. 


ö There is a dreadful hell, N — 
And everlasting pains; n : | 
T here sinners must with devils dwell, | 


In darkness, fire, and chains. | 


Can wh a wretch as 1 
Escape this cursed end: 
And may I hope, when'er J die 
* shall to heaven ascendꝰ 


Then will 1 read and pray, TU ER 
| While I have life and breath, 8 
5 Loy, J Should be cut off to-day, 5 8 
9 And sent to eternal Gem. 55 


The 3 of carl Religion, 
5 HAPPY the child whose tender vn 


Receive instructions well.; 
Who hates the sinner's path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 


When we a our youth to God, 
Iis pleasing in his eyes; 
A flow'r when offer'd in the bud, 
Is no. vain sacrifice. N 


Tis . if we begin 
I To fear the Lord betimes ; 
| While sinners that grow old in sin 
Are Harden im their crimes. 
1 Von L. IV. 15, C Till 
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Twill: save us from a chousand snares, 
To mind religion young; 


Crace will preserve our following years; 
. And make'our virtue Rronge | 


| To thee, almighty God; to thee, 
Our childhood we resign; * 
»Twill please us to look back and see 
That our whole lives were —_ 


Let the sweet work of pray r and 8 
Employ my youngest breath; 
Thus I'm prepar'd for longer days, 
Or fit n deaths 


| The Danger of Delay. 


WHY Should I say, „ Tis yet too soon 
e To seek for Heav'n, or think of death?“ 
A flow'r may fade before tis noon, 15 
And 1 chis day may lose my breath. 


If this rebellious heart of mine 
Despise the gracious calls of Heaven, 
I may be harden'd in my sin, 

And never have repentance given. 


What if the Lord grow wroth, and swear, ; 

While I refuse to read and pray, 

That he'll refuse to lend an ear 
To all my groans another day | 


What 


What if his dreadful anger burn, 
While I refuse his offer'd grace, 
And all his love to fury turn, 
And strike me dead upon. the place! 


"OE dang'rous provoke a God! 


His pow'r and vengeance none can tell: 
One stroke of his almighty Mk 
Shall tend young. Sinners quick to hell, 


Then ‚twil tor ever be in vain 

To ery for pardon and for grace; 
To wish I had my time again, 
Or hope to see wy. Maker's face! 


Ea of Zarly Piety. 


WHAT bless'd examples do I find 
Write in che word of truth, 

of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth} 


Jesus who rei gus above the y, 
And keeps the world in awe, 

Was once a Child as young as I, 
And kept his Father's law. 


At twelve years old he talk'd with men 

| (The Jews all wond'ring stand) 

Yet he obey'd his mother then, 
And came at her command, a 


9.2 Children 125 
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81 Children: a $weet Web sung, | 
And bless'd their Saviour's name; 
They gave him honour with their tongue, 
While seribes and priests blaspheme. 


Samuel the child was wean'd and brought | 
| To wait upon the Lord; 
: Young Timothy betimes was 1 
To know his holy word. . = 


7 hen whey Should I 50 lotiy 1A 
1 What otliert learnt so soon? LED 
| I would not pass another day + 


1 e | „ 


Azainzt Lying. 


Q 'Tis a lovely thing for youth | a” 
| To walk betimes in wisdom's Way 3 ; 

To fear a lie, to speak the truth, 

That we ar, trust to o all they 1175 


But Ua we can never trust, . 
Tho“ they Should speak the thing that's true! 
And he that does one fault at 22705 5 
And lies to Lomas it, makes i it Wo. 


1 6 we not atone nor Coed; nor rend, 
Ho God abhors deceit and wrong! 
How Ananias was struck dead, 
Caught with a lie upon his tongue? 


80 
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So did his wife Sapphira die, 
When she came in, and grew so bold, 
As to confirm that wicked lie 
That just before her husband told. 


The Lord delights in them that speak 
The words of truth; but ev'ry liar 

Must have his portion in the lake 

That burns with Fade * with fire, 


Then let me. always watch my lk. 5 
Lest I be struck to death and hell, 
Since God a book of reck'ning keeps 
For ev V lie chat children tell. 


Against Qu arrelling and Fightin "a 


LET dogs delight to. bark SE bite, 
For God hath made them so; 

Let bears and lions growl and hight, 
For 'tis their. nature too: 


But, rs, you 3 never let 
Such angry passions rise; 

Your little hands were never made | 
Tot tear each other 8 eyes. | 


Let love through all your actions run, 
And all your words be mild; 

Live like the blessed Virgin's i, | 
That : sweet and lovely child. 


8 His 
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; His soul was gentle as a Mb "= 
And, as his stature grew, 
He grew in favour both with man 


And God his Father too. 


| Now, 'Lord of all, he reigns above; 
And from his heav'nly throne 
4 He sees what children dwell in love, 


W marks them for his c own. 


Love between Brothers and Sisters, 5 


| WHATEVER brawls te che reer, 
There should be peace at home; 

| Where sisters dwell, and brothers meet, 
Aegan should never come. 


Birds 3 in their lte nests agree; 2 

And ;tis a shameful sight, 
When children of one family 

5 Fall gutt and chide, and fight! * 


Hard names at first, and threat” ning words, 
That are but noisy breath, A 
May grow | to clubs and naked worde 

'To murder and, jo death, RE ol: 


The Aevil tempts one 1 1 $ son 
To rage against another; 

80 wicked Cain was butriec on 
Till he had kill d his brother, — 


oy 


The wise will make their anger cool, 
At least before tis night; "od 
But in the bosom of a fool 
It burns till * light. 


Pardon, O Low our childich rages 
Our little brawls remove; 
| That, as We gro w/ to riper age, 


Our hearts may all be love: | 


To a W calling Names. 


OUR tongues were made to bless the Lord, 
And not speak ill of men; 

When others give a railing Word, 
We must not rail again, 


'Cross words and angry names 8 re 
: To be chastis'd at school; 

" And he's in danger of hell- 150 
That calls his brother” Fool. 


But lips that dare * $0 prifane, 
To mock and jeer and scoff 
At holy things or holy men; 
The Lord shall cut them off. - 


When children i in their- wanton play- 
Serv'd old Elisha S0 

And bid the prophet go his 15 

Lo up, thou bald-head, bo 
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God quickly nopp'd d. their wickedbreathy 
And sent two raging bears, 
That tore them limb from limb to death, 
Wich blood, and groans, and tears. 


Great God, how terrible art thou 
To sinners e'er so young! 

Grant me thy grace, and teach me how 
To tame and rule my tongue. 


| Against Swearing ad Curing, a7 taking God's name. 


in vain. 


ANGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
Adore thy name, Almighty God! 
And devils tremble, down in bell, 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 


And yet how wicked children dare 
| Abuse thy dreadful glorious name 
And when they're angry, how they swear, 
And curse their fellows, and blaspheme! 


How will they stand before thy face, 

Who treated thee with such disdain, 
While thou halt doom them to the place 

Of everlasting fire 30 pain! 


Then never shall one * drop 
To quench their burning. tongues be given; 
But I will praise-thee here, and hope 


Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 
PL 8 My) 
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My heart hall be i in pain to hear 
| Wretches affront the Lord above; . 


_ Ts that great God whose pow'r I fear, 
That heav* oo Dome whom I love. 


If my. companidns grow 1 


I'll leave their friendship when 1 hear 
Young sinners take thy name in vain, | 


And learn to cure, and learn to swear. 


| Against Tdleness and M ischief. | 
HOW doth the little busy bee 


Improve each shining hour, 
And gather honey all the day 
F rom every op 'ning flow ry. 


How ckillfully the builds 1 cell! ! 
Hlow neat she spreads the wax! 

And labours hard to store it well 
Wich the sweet food she makes, 


In works of e or of skill, 
I would be busy too; 1545 5: 
For Satan finds some mischief still 
For idle hands to do. 0 


In books, or mark; or healchful play, 
Let my first years be past, 

| That I may give for ev ry day 

Some good account at last. 


nt 


Against 
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Againit Evil Conipany. 


WHY chould Li join ich those in play 
In whom I've no delight! 


Who curse and swear, but never pray; | 


Who call ill names, and fight" 4 


1 hate to hear a wanton song, 
Their words offend mine ears; 

I should not dare defile my tongue 

| With language such as theirs. 8 


Away from fools In turn mine eyes, 5 : 


Nor with the scoffers © 
I would be walking with the wise, 
That wiser 1 may gro r. 


From one rude boy that us'd to \mocky = 
They learn the wicked jest: 
One sickly sheep infetts the flock, 


And poisons all the rest. red Y 


My God, I hate to walk or dwell 
Wich sinful children here: 
Then let me not be sent to bell, 

Wu none oe. Sinners are. 


Obedience to F 


LE 1 children that 3 fear the Lord 
_ Hear what thar teachers say; 


Wich rev ' rente meet their parents word, 
And with delight obey. 


Have 


— 
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Have you not . what dreadfal plagues 
Are threaten'd by the Lord, 1 3 

To him that breaks his father's 90 x by 
Or mocks his mother's word ? 


What heavy guilt upon Ka lies! 8 
How cursed is his name! 

The ravens shall pick out his eyes, 
And eagles eat the same, 


But chose who worship God, and give 
Their parents honour due, Z 
Here on this earth they long shall live, 
And live hereafter too. 


ON GOOD AND ILL NATURE. 


TO MR. POPE. 


IN virtue's cause to draw a daring pen, 

Defend the good, encounter wicked men: 

Freely to praise the virtues of the few, 

And boldly censure the degenerate crew. 

To scorn, with equal justice, to deride 

The poor man's worth, or sooth the great one's pride; 
All this was once good- nature thought, not ill; 

Nay, some there are so odd to think so still. 


Old- fashion'd souls! your men of modern taste, 


Are with new virtue, new politeness grac'd, 
Good-nature now has chang'd her honest face, 


For smiling flattery, compliment, grimace: 


Fool - 
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Io such extent good- nature now is spredd. 
To be sincere is monstrously M bre; oy 5 
An equal brow to all is now the vogue, 5 


Pointing che Place, hall cry, the bard hv'd weren 


Whose song waz-music to the listening ear, 


8 0 36 1 
Fool grins at fool each coxcomb owns his brother, 
And thieves and sharpers compliment each other. 


And complaisance goes round from rogue | to rogue. 
If this be good tis gloriously V 
The most ill natur'd man alive i 18 vou. 1 8 


' THE CAVE 1 
33 A PROPHESY. 

EEE 
HEN Jerk oblivion, i in her sable . 


Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings 3 3 
And their high deeds, submitting to the stroke 


Of time, shall fall amongst forgotten things : : 


Then (for the muse: that distant day can see) 8 

On Thames's bank the stranger shall arrive. 
With curious wish thy: sacred grot to see, 
Thy sacred grot Shall with thy name survive. 


Grateful posterity, from age to age, 25 5 ito 5 | 
With pious hand the ruin shall repair; j © 00-3900" Off 


F * + 


Some good old man, to each i inquirin g cage, 650, 2683 4 p 


Yet taught audacious. vice and folly shame 3 ; 5 

Easy his manners, but his life . 

His word alone gave infamy or fame, ES. 
5 - | Seguester'd 
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Sequester'd : from the fool and concen wit, 
Beneath this silent roof the muse he found; 
*'Twas here he Slept 1 inspir'd, or sat and writ, 
Here with his friends he Social glass \ went round, 


With awful veneration shall they trace 
The steps which thou $0 long before hast trod: 

With reverend wonder view the solemn place, 
From whence thy genius scar 'd to nature's God. 


Then, some small gem, or moss, or Nen g ore, 


Departing, each shall pilfer, in fond hope 


Jo please their friends on every distant shore, OT TE 


Boastin ga relic from the Cave of Pope. 


on fur 2 


DEATH OF MR. POPE. 


OME, ye whose Fs harmonious 1 inspi re, 
Friends to the muse, and. judges of her song; 

Who, catching from the bard his heavenly fire, 

Soar as he soars, sublimely rapt along; j 

Mourn, mourn your loss: he's gone who had the art 

With sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm n the heart. 


Who now shall dare to life the sacred rod, 

Truth's faithful guard, where vice escapes the la]? 
Who now, high soarin g to the throne of God, 

In nature's moral cause his pen shall draw; 

Let none pretend; he's gone, who had the art 


Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the heart, 
Val, IV. 15. | D Vice 
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Vice now secure her blushless front shall raise, 

And all her triumph be through Britain borne; 

Whose worthless sons from guilt shall purchase praise, 

Nor dread the hand that pointed them to scorn! 

No check remains; he- s gone, who had the art | 
Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the hearts 


Ye tuneless bards, now tire each venal quill, 

And from the public gather idle pence ;- - - 

Ye tasteless peers, now build and plant your fill, 
Though Splendor borrows not one ray from sense; 
Fear no rebuke; he's gone, who had the art i 
With sounds to sooth the ear, with Sense to warm the heart 


But come, ye chosen, ye selected 6 

Le next in genius, as in friendship, join'd, 

The social virtues of his heart who knew, 
And stated all the beauties of his mind; 

Drop, drop a tear; he's gone, who had the art | 
Wich sounds to charm the ear, with sense te warm the heart. 


And, O great Shade ! permit thy humblest friend 

His sigh to waft, his grateful tear to pay 

Thy 3 memory; and condescend 

To hear, well pleas'd, the weak, yet well-meant lay, 
Lamenting chus: he's gone, who had the art 

Wich sounds to sooth the ear, with sense to warm the heart, 


'KNOW 
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KNOW THYSELF. 


#8 Dr. -ARBUTHNOT. 


— IDTT ER enaraanat | * 


W RAT £7 hor product? and fbr bee ond 7 


Whence drew I being? to what period tend! ? 
Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind. chance, 


Dropp'd by: wild atoms in disorder'd dance - 

Or from an endless chain of causes wrought, EE, 
And of unthinking substance, born with thought? 
By motion which began without a. cause, 

Supremely wise, without design or laws ? 2 

Am I but what I seem, mere flesh and blood ? 

A branching channel, with a-mazy flood ? 

The purple stream that through my vessels glides, 
Dull and uneonscious flows, like common tides; 
The pipes through which the circling j Juices stray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more then they : 

This frame, compatted with transcendant skill 

Of moving, joints obedient to my will, 

Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe, like yonder tree, 
Waxes and wastes; I call it mine, not me. 

New matter still the mould'ring mass sustains; | 
The mansion chang'd, the tenant still remains, . 
And from the fleeting Stream, repair'd by food, 
Distinct, as if the s wimmer from the flood. 


2 * | What 


e 
What am I then? sure of a noble birth; _ 

By parent right, I ewn as mather, Earth.; 

But claim superior lineage by my sire, 

Who warm'd th'unthinking clod with heavenly fire; 

Essence divine, with lifeless clay allay d, 

By double nature, double inatin& way d: 

Wich look erect, I dart my longing eye, 

Seem wing'd to part, and gain my native sky; 

I strive to mount, dut strive, alas! in vain, 

Tied to this massy globe with magic chain. | 


Now with swift thought I range from. pole 1 to pole; | 5 


View.worlds around their flaming centres roll ; 
What Steady pow! rs their endless motiqns guide 
Through the same trackless paths of boundless 8 1 
I trace the blazing comet's fiery tail, 
And weigh the whirling planets in a scale; ES 
These godlike thoughts while eager ] I pursue, 
Some glit'ring trifle offer'd to my view, 
A gnat, an insect of the meanest kind, 
Erase the new-born image from my mind: 
Some beastly want, craving, importunate, 
Viieas the grinning mastiff at my gate, 
Calls off from heavenly truth this reas? ning me, 
And tells me I'm a brute as much as he. | 
If, on sublimer wings of love and praise, 

My soul above the Starry vault I raise, 
Lur'd by some vain conceit, or shamful lust, 


1 flag, 1 drop and flutter i in the dust. 


The 
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The tow'ring lark thus, from her lofty strain, 
Stoops to an emmet, or a barley grain. 
By adverse gusts of jarring instinkts tost, 
I rove to one, now to the other coast; 
To bliss unknown my lofty soul aspires, 
My lot unequal to my vast desires, 
As mongst the hinds a child of royal birth, 
Finds his high pedigree by conscious worth; 
So man, amongst his fellow brutes expos'd, 
Sees he's a king, but *tis a king depos d. 
Pity him, beasts! you by no law confin'd, 
And barr'd from devious paths by being blind; 
Whilst man, through op' ning views of various wa 
Confounded, by the aid of knowledge strays; 
Too weak to choose, yet choosing still in haste ; 
One moment gives the pleasure and dis- e; 
Bilk'd by past minutes, while the present cloy, 
The flatt?ring future still must give the joy: 
Not happy, but amus'd upon the road, | Th = 3 
And like you thoughtless of his last abode, 
Whether next sun his being shall restrain 
To endless nothing, happiness, or pain. 
Around me, lo! the thinking thoughtless crew 
(Bewilder'd each) their diff rent paths pursue; 
Of them J ask the way; the first replies, 
Thou art a. God; and sends me to tlie skies: 
Down on the turf, the next, two two legg'd beast, 
There fix thy lot, thy bliss and endless rest: 
Between these wide extremes the length is such, 
Ind I know too little or too much. 
D 3 


6 Almighty 
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Almighty Pow'r, by whose most wise command, 
_ © Helpless, forlorn, uncertain here I stand; 
Take this faint glimm' ring of thyself away, 

Or break into my soul with perfect day! 

This said, expanded lay the sacred text, 

The balm, the light, the guide of souls perplex'd. 

Thus the benighted traveller that strays | 

Through doubtful paths, enjoys the morning rays: 

The nightly mist, and thick-desceoding dew, 

Parting, unfold the fields and vaulted blue. 

* O Truth divine; enlighten'd by thy ray, 

I grope and guess no more, but see my way; 

* Thoucleaz'dxt the secret of my high descent, 

And told'st me what those mystic tokens meant ;- 
Marks of my. birth, which 1 had worn in vain, 
Too hard for worldly.sages to explain. 

_ ©. Zeno's were vain, vain Epicurus? schemes, 

5 Their systems false, delusive were their dreams; 

_ * Unskill'd my twofold nature to divide, EY 
One nurs'd my pleasure, and one nurs'd my pride; 3 
Those jarring truihs which human art beguile, 
Thy sacred page thus bids me reconcile.“ 

Offspring af God, no less thy pedigree, 1 

What thou once wert, art now, and still may be, 

Thy God alone can tell, alone decree; 

Faultless thou:dropp'dst from his unerring skill, 

Wich the bare pow'r-to sin, since free of will: 
Vet charge not with thy guilt his bounteous love, 
For who has pow'r to walk has pow'r to rove; 


Who 
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Who acts by force impell'd can dai deserve; 


And wisdom short of infinite may swerve. 
Borne on thy new imp'd wings, thou took'st thy flight, - 
Left thy Creator, and the realms of light; : 
Disdain'd his gentle precept to fulfil, 
And thought to grow a god by doing ill: 
Though by foul guilt thy heav'nly form defac'd, 
In nature chang'd, from happy mansions chas'd, . 
Thou still retain'st same sparks of heav' only fire, 
Too faint to mount, yet restless to aspire; „ 
Angel enough to seek thy bliss again, 
And brute enough to make thy search in vain. 
The creatures now withdraw their kindly use, 
Some fly to thee, some torment, some seduce; 
Repast ill- suited to such diff'rent guests, 
For what thy sense desires, thy soul distastes; 
Thy lust, thy curiosity, thy pride, | 
Curb'd, or deserv'd, or baulk'd, or gratified, 
Rage on, and make thee equally unbless'd, 
In what thau want'st, and what thou hast possessꝰd. 
In vain thou hop'st for bliss on this poor clod; 
Return and seek thy Father and thy God; 
Yet think not to regain thy native sky, 
Borne on the wings of vain philosophy! 
Mysterious passage! hid from human eye; 
Soaring you'll sink, and sinking you will rise: 
Let humble thoughts thy wary footsteps guide; 
Repair by meekness what you lost by pride. 
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THE BITER BIT. 


| A 1 priest had TORT) up | 


A secret mass of gold; 


But where he might bestow it safe, 
Hh By fancy was not told. 


At last it came into his head, 


Io lock it in a chest 
Within the chancel; and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus est. 


A merry grig, whose greedy mind 


Long wish'd for such a prey, 
Respecting not the sacred words 
That on the casket lay, = 


Teok out the gold, and blotting out: 
The priest's inscript thereon, 
Wrote, Resurrexit, non est hic, 
te Your God is rose and gone,” 


THE 


TRIALS OF VIRTUE. 


By Mr. MERRICK. 


ie eee 


LAC'd on the verge of youth, my mind: 
Life's op'ning scene survey'd: "LY 

I view'd its ills of various kind, 
Afflicted and afraid. 


(4) 


But chief my 6 the dangers TY 
That virtue's path inclose : | 

My heart the wie purzuit approv'd ; 

But, ch! what toils oppore 1 


For see! ah see] while yet ber ways, 
With doubtful step I tread, 

. A hostile world its terrors raise, 

In snares delusive spread. 


Those terrors learn to meet? 
Hou from athousand snares to guard, 
My unexperienced feet? 


As thus 1 mus'd, oppressiue sleep, | 


Soft o'er my temples. drew 
Oblivion's veit—the wat'ry deep, 
An object —_ and new. 


Bee me rose, on the wide hore, 
Observant as I stood, 

The gathering storms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 


N ear and more near the billows rise ; = 


E'en now my steps they lave 3 
And death to my affrighted eyes. 
Approach in ev'ry wave, . 


Ln 


What 
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What hope, or whither to retreat 835 
Each nerve at once unstrung, 
Chill fear had fetter'd fast my feet, 
And chain d my I — | 


——— —  — — ——— 


— — JCI 


1 fre my heart within me die; 
When sudden to mine ear 
A voice descending from on high, 
e my e 


0 What tho? the swelling urge thou e 
: Impatient to devour. 
6 Rest, mortal, rest on God's decree, EL 
And thankful own his po] r. 


+4 Know, when he bade the deep e ; 
Thus far, th' Almighty said. 
© Thus far, not farther rage; and hers 
Let thy proud waves be stay CTY Fo 


I heard; and, lo! at. once controul'd,” 
The waves in wild retreat, 

Back on themselves reluttant roll'd, 
And murmuring left my feet. 


* Deeps to assembling deeps in vain, 
Once more the signal gave: 
The shores the rushing weight sustain, 

And check th' usurping wave. 


. 12 1 5 50 5 Convinc'd: 


TAET 


Convinc'd in nature's ele wise, 
The imag'd truth I read; 


And sudden from my waking eyes, 
Th' instruftive vision fled. 


6 Then why thus 3 O my soul 
Say why, distrustful still, 

© Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 
O'er scenes of future ill. 


— 


Let faith suppress each rising fear, 
© Each anxious doubt exclude ; 

+ Thy Maker's will has ; plac'd thee here, 
6 A Maker wise and good; 


He to Bk 5 trial knows 
Its just restraint to give; 

5 Attentive to behold thy woes, 
And faithful to relieve. 


Then why Hl heavy, O. my soul! 
Say why, distrustful still, 

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll 

Oder scenes of future ill P 


© Tho? REY unnumber d throng thee round, 
Still in thy God confide, 


Whose finger marks the seas their bound, 
+ And curbs the head-long tide,” 


A RHAP- 


A RH APSODY. 


8 I walk'd tomyself, said net 
And myself said again to me, 
Look to thyself, take care of thyself, 
For nobody cares for thee. 
Then said te myself, and thus answer'd mysels; 
With the self same repartee, | 
Look to thyself, or look not to thyself, 
Tis theself same thing to me. 


ESSAY ON POETRY. 


— 


—— 


By the DUKE of BUCKINGHAM. 

F all those arts, in which the wise excel, 
Nature's chief masterpiece is writing well: 
No writings lifts exalted man so high, 
As sacred and soul- moving Poesy ; 3 
No kind of work requires so nice a touch; 
And, if well finish'd, nothing shines so much. 
But Heaven forbid we should be so profane, 
To grace the vulgar with that noble name. 
* Tis not a flash of fancy, which sometimes, 


Dazzling our minds sets off the sli ghtest rhymes. REY 


ray” gy ti. . ki R 


— — ß —— — — 


1 


EI If © 


100 ] 

Bright as a blaze, but in a moment done : y: 
True wit is everlasting, like the sun; 
Which, though zometimes behind a 5 retir d, | 
Breaks out again, and is by all admir'd. 

Number, and rhyme, and that harmonious sound, 

Which not the nicest-car with harshness wound, 

Are necessary, yet but vulgar arts; 

And all in vain these superficial parts 

Contribute to the structure of the whole, 
Without a genius too; for that's the soul: 
A spirit which inspires the work throughout, 
As that of nature moves the world about, 
A flame that glows amidst conception” s fit; 0 
Even something of divine, and more than wit; ; 
Itself unseen, yet all things by it hewn, 
Describing all men, but describ'd by none. 
Where dost thou dwell ? what caverns of the brain 
Can such a vast and mighty thing contain? 
When I, at vacant hours, in vain thy abzence mourn, © 
Oh! where dost thou retire?- and why dost thou returny 
Sometimes with pow'rful charms to hurry me a-π-ay, 
From pleasures of the night and business of the day ? 
Even now, not far transported, I am fain I 
To check thy course, and use the needful rein. 
As all is dulness when the fancy's bady 
So, without judgment, fancy is but mad: 
And judgment has a boundless influence 2 
Not only in the choice of words, or sense, 
But on the world, on manners and on men; 
Fancy is but the feather of the pen; 
Reason is that substantial useful part, 


Which gains the head, while t'other wins the 1 
Vol, IV, 15. pany E. | Here 


* 
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Here l chall all the various sorts of ere, 
And the whole art of poetry, rehearse; 
But who that task could after Horace do ? 

The best of masters and examples too! 1 
Echoes at best, all we can say is vain; 
Dull the design, and fruitless were the pain. 
Tis true, the ancients we may rob with ease! 
But who with that mean shift himself can please, 
Without an aQtor's pride ? A player's art 
Is above his who writes a borrow'd part. 
Yet modern laws are made for latter faults, 
And new absurdities inspire new thoughts; 
What need has Satire then to live on theft, 
When so much fresh occasion still is left ? 
Fertile our soil, and full of rankest weeds, 0 
And monsters worse then ever Nilus breeds. | 
But hold——the fool shall have no cause to fear; 
*Tis wit and sense that are the subject here: 
Defedts of witty men deserve a cure; 

And those who are so will ev'n this endure. 
First then, of songs, which now so much abound; 
Without his song no fop is to be found; 

A most offensive weapon, which he draws 
On all he meets, against Apollo's laws. 
Though nothing seems more easy, yet no | nk 
Ot poetry requires a nicer art ; 
For as in rows of richest pearl there lies 
Many a blemish that escapes our eyes, 
The least of which defects is plainly shewn 

In one small ring, and brings the value down; 


3 
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So songs should be to just perfection wrought; 
Yet where can one be seen without a fault? 
Exact propriety of words and thought: 

Expression easy, and the fancy high; | 

Vet chat not seem to creep, nor this to fly; 

No words transpos'd, but in such order all, 


As wrought with care, yet seem by chance to fall. 


Here, as in all things else, is most unfit, 

Bare ribaldry, that poor pretence to wit; 

Such nauseous songs by a late author made, 

Call an unwilling censure on his shade. 

Not that warm thoughts of the transporting joy 

Can shock the chastest, or the nicest cloy; 

But words obscene, too gross to move desire, 

Like heaps of fuel, only choke the fire. 

On other themes he well deserves our praise; 

But palls that appetite he meant to raise. 
Next, Elegy, of sweet but solemn voice, 

And of a subject grave exatts the choice; 

The praise of beauty, valour, wit contains: 

And there too oft despairing love camplains : 

In vain, alas! for who by wit is mov'd, 

That Phoenix she deserves to be belov'd; 


But noisy nonsense, and such fops as vex 


Mankind, take most with that fantastic sex. | 
This to the praise of those who better knew J 
The many raise the value of he few, 

But here (as all our sex too oft have tried) 


Women have drawn my wan d'ring thoughts aside. 


Their greatest fault, who in this kind haye writ, 
I not defect in words, or want of wit; 


E 2 


But 


. 


But should this Muse harmonious numbers yield, | 


And er ry couplet be with fancy fillèd; 5 
If yet a just coherence is not made | 80 
Between each thought, and the whole model laic 1 
So right, that ev'ry line may higher rise, 0 
Like goodly mountains, till they reach the Kies; 1 A 
Such trifles-may perhaps of late have pass'd, T] 
And may be lik'd awhile, but never last; A 
*Tis epigram, tis point, 'tis what you will, I 
But not an clegy, nor writ with skill, A 
No Panegyric, nor a Cooper's Hill. . 5 B 
A higher flight, and of a happier force, 25 D 
Are Odes 5 the Muses most unruly horse, R 
That bounds so fierce, the rider has no rest, | A 
Here foams at mouth, and moves like one possess'd, 80 
The poet here must be indeed inspir d | V 
Wich fury too, as well as fancy fir'd. T 
Cowley might boast to have perform'd this part, 0 
Had he with nature join'd the rules of art; y 
But sometimes diction mean, or verse ill wrought, R 
Deadens, or clouds, his noble frame ofathought.. 5 
Though all appear in heat and fury done, | A 
The language still must soft and easy run. A 
These laws may sound a little too severe; A 
But judgment yields, and fancy governs here; v 
Which, though extravagant, this Muse allows, 0 
And makes the work much easier than it shews. D 
Ot all the ways that wisest men could find 1 
To mend the age, and mortify mankind, B 
Satire well writ has most successful proy'd, 1 


And cures, because the remedy is lov'd. 


[3] 
"Tis hard to write on such a subject more, 
Without repeating thin gs said oft before: 
Some vulgar errors only we'll remove, 
That stain a beauty which we so much love. 
Of chosen words some take not care enough, 
And think they should be as the subject rough; 
This poem must be more exattly made, 
And sharpest thoughts i in smoothest words convey'd. 
Some think, if sharp enough, they cannot fail, 
As if their only business was to rail: 
But human frailty nicely to unfold, 
Distinguishes a satyr from a scold. 
Rage you must hide, and prejudice lay down; 
A satyr's smile is sharper than his frown : | 
So while you seem to slight some rival youth, 
Malice itself may pass sometimes for truth, _ 
The Laureat here may justly claim our praise, 
Crown'd by Mac Flecknoe with immortal bays; 
Vet once his Pegasus has borne dead weight, 
Rid by some lumpish minister of state. 

Here rest, my Muse, suspend thy cares awhile; 
A more important task attends thy toil. 
As some young eagle, that designs to fly 
A long unwonted journey through the sky, 
Weighs all the dang'rous enterprize before, 
O'er what wide lands and seas she is to soar; 
Doubts her own Strength so far, and justly fears, 
The lofty road of airy travellers; 
But yet, incited by some bold design, 
That does her hopes beyond her fears incline, WET of 

| E 3 Prunes 


From lovers 1 in despair fine things to force, 


11 


Prunes ev'ry feather, views herself with care, 


At last, resolv'd, she cleaves the yielding airg 
Away she flies, so strong, so high, so fast, 
She lessens to us, and is lost at last: 

So ( tho”. too weak for such a 8 thing) 


The Muse inspires a sharper note to sing. 
And why chould truth offend, when only told 

| To guide the ignorant, and warm the bold ? 

On, then, my Muse; advent'rously engage 1 
To give instruttions that concern the Stage. 8 


The unities of action, time, and place, 
Which, if observ'd, give plays so great a grace, 
Are, tho? but little prattis'd, too well known 
To be taught here, where we pretend alone 


From nicer faults to purge the present age, 


Less obvious errors of the English stage. 
First, then, Soliloquies had need be few, 


Extremely short, and spoke in passion too. 
Our lovers talking to themselves, for want 


Of others, make the pit their confidant ; 

Nor is the matter mended yet, if thus 

They trust a friend, only to tell it us; 

Th' occasion should as naturally fall, 

As when Bellario confesses all. *** 
Figures of speech, which poets think so fine 

{Art's needless varnish to make nature shine) 

All are but paint upon a beauteous face, 

And in descriptions only claim a place: 

But, to make rage declaim, and grief discourse, 


Must 


Must needs succeed; for who can e but pity 
A dying hero, miserably witty? | 
But oh! the Dialogues, where jest and mock 
Are held up like a rest at shuttle- cock; 
Or else like bells eternally they chime; * 
They sigh in Simile, and die in Rhyme. | 
What things are these who would be poets thought, - 
By nature not inspir'd, nor learning taught ? 
Some wit they have, and therefore may deserve 
A better course than this, by which they starve: 
But to write plays! why, *tis a bold pretence 
To judgment, breeding, wit and eloquence : | 
Nay more ; for they must look within, to find 
Those secret turns of nature in the mind. 
Without this part, in vain would be che whole, 
And but a body all, without a soul. 
All this united yet but makes a part 
Of Dialogue, that great and pow'rful art, 
Now almost lost, which the old Grecians knew, 
From whom the Romans fainter copies drew, 
Scarce comprehended since but by a few. 
Plato and Lucian are the best remains 
Of all the wonders which this art contains; 
Vet to ourselves we justice must allow, 
Shakespear and Fletcher are the wonders now. 
Consider then, and read them o'er and o'er ; 
Go see them play'd, then read them as before: 
For though in many things they grossly fail, 
Over our passions still they so prevail, | 
That our own grief by theirs is rock'd asleep; ; 


t le dull are forc'd to feel, the wise to weep, 
; Their 
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Their beaunies imitate, avoid their faults !” [ 
First, on a plot employ thy carefal thoughts; 
Turn it, with time, a thousand sev'ral ways; | : 
This oft, alone, has given success to plays, IS. 
Rejett that vulgar error (which appears . 
So fair, ) of making perfect characters; i | 
There's no such thing in nature, and you'll draw ©, 7 
A faultless monster—which the world ne'er saw. 
Some faults must be, that his misfortunes drew, 9 
But such as: may deserve compassion too. W 
Besides the main design compos'd with art, 7h 
Each moving scene must be a plot apart; br 
Contrive each little turn, mark ev'ry place, | 11 
As painters first chalk- out the future face: 2 5 
Yet be not fondly your own slave for this = 


- But change hereafter what appears amiss. 

Think not so much where Shining thoughts to Place, 
As what a man would say in such a case: 
Neither in comedy will this suffice, 

The player too must be before your eyes; 
And, though tis drudgery to stoop so low, - 
To him you must your secret meaning she w. 

Expose no single fop, but lay the load 
More equally, and spread the folly broad; 
Mere coxcombs are too obvious; oft we see 
A fool derided by as bad as he: 

Hawks fly at nobler game; in this low way, 
A very owl may prove a bird of prey. 
| Small poets thus will one poor fop devour: . 
1 But to collect, like bees, from ev'ry flow'r, 


| | N | Ingre- 
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Ingredients to compose that precious juice, 
Which serves the world for pleasure and for use, | 
In spite of fattion—this would favour get; 
But Falstaff stands inimitable yet. 
Another fault which often may befal, 
Is, when the wit of some great poet shall 
So overflow, that is, be none at all, 
That ev'n his fools speak sense, as if possest, 
And each by inspiration breaks his jest. 
If once the justness of each part be lost, 
Well may we laugh, but at the poet's cost. 
That silly thing men call sheer-wit avoid, 
With which our age $9 nauseously i 18 cloy'd : 
Humour is all; wit should be only brought 
Toturn agreeably some proper thought. 
But since the poets we of late have known 
Shine in no dress so much as in their own, 
The better by example to convince, _ 
Cast but a view on this wrong side of sense. 
First, a soliloquy is calmly made, 
Where ev'ry reason is exactly weigh'd ; i 
Which once per form'd, most opportunely comes f 
dome hero frighted at the noise of drums; 
orher sweet sake, whom at first sight he loves, 
ind all his metaphor his passion proves: f 
But some sad accident, though yet unknown, 
Farting this pair, to leave the swain alone; 
le Straight grows jealous, tho' we know not why; 
ben, to oblige his rival, needs will die; 
but lirst he makes a speech, wherein he tells 
de absent nymph how much his flame excels ; ; 


_ And - 
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And yet bequeaths her generously now, 
To that lov'd rival whom he does not know ! 
' Who straight appears; but who can fate withstand ? 
Too late, alas! to hold his hasty hand, 
That just has given himself the cruel stroke! 
At which his very rival's heart is broke: 
He, more to his new friend than mistress kind, 
Most sadly mourns at being left behind : 
Of such a death prefers the pleasing charms 


To love, and living in a lady's arms. 


What shameful and what monstrous things are these] 


And then they rail at those they cannot please: 

Conclude us only partial to the dead, 

And grudge the Sign of old Ben Jonson' s head; 

When the intrinsic value of the stage 

Can scarce be judg'd but by a following age: : 

For dances, flutes, Italian songs, and rhyme, 

May keep up sinking nonsense for a time ; 

But that must fail, which now so much o'er-rulesz 

- And sense no longer will submit to fools. 
By painful steps at last we labour up 

Parnassus' hill, on whose bright airy top 

The Epic poets so divinely shew, 

And vith just pride behold the rest below. 

Heroic poems have a just pretence 

To be the utmost stretch of human sense; 

A work of such inestimable worth, 

There are but two the world has yet brought forth! 

Homer and Virgil! with what sacred awe 

Do those mere 50unds the world's attention draw F 


Just 


Just 
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Just as a change seems below the rest | 
Of men, or rather is a two-legg'd beast, 
5 these gigantic souls, amaz'd, we find 
A; much above the rest of human kind! 
ature's whole strength united! endless fame, 

and universal shouts, attend their name! 
Read Homer once, and you can read no more, 
For all books else appear so mean, so poor, 
Verse will Seem prose; but still persist to read, 
\nd Homer will be all the books you need. 
Had Bossu never writ, the world had still, | 
Like Indians, view'd this wond'rous piece of skill; | 
; something of divine the work admir'd; | | 
ot hop*d to be instructed, but i inspir 'd; 
but he, disclosing sacred mysteries, 
a Shewn where all the mighty magic lies; : 
Jexerib'd the seeds, and in what order sown, 
That have to such a vast proportion grown. 1 55 
ure from some angel he the secret knew, 
ho thought this labyrinth has lent the clue. 
But what, alas! avails it poor mankind, - 
lo see this promis'd land, yet stay behind? 
[he way is shewn, but who has strength to go? 
ho can all sciences profoundly know ? 
hose fancy flies beyond weak Reason's sight, 
nd yet has judgment to direct it right ? 

hose just judgment, Virgil- -like, 1s such, 
ever to say too little or too much ? 
et such a man begin without delay; 
ut he must do beyond what I can say; 

ust above Tasso's lofty flights prevail, 
ſuecsed where Spenser and ev'n Milton fail. 


THE | 


"THE | 0 
BANKS of the YARROW, | BY 


HILE the Moon-beams all bright, 
| ive a lustre to Night, 

1 weep on his dwelling so narrow; 

And high ofer his grave 

The willow-trees wave, 


Who died on the Banks of the Fe! 


+ Twaiurider their nd 
Hand in hand as we stray'd, 
| He fell, by the flight of an arrow; ; 
And fast from the wound, 
His blood stain'd the 51 
Who died on the Banks of the Yarrow! 


Now lonely I move 25 
Thro' the Lab'rinths of Love; | 
Whose echoes Sigh deep with = & sorrow 
I mourn but in vain 
* sigh for the Swain, —-—- 
Who died on the Banks of the Yarrow! 
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And look on his grave, 5 
Diccraſtion my soul; seems olarios 2 2 
And blest were my doom! 
Could 1 sink on his tomb, 
Who died on the TR of the Yarrow! l 
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